COMICS 10 



THE CLOWN FOUND A NEW PARTNER, THE TDECHER,A PEMON IN HUMAN GUISE A 

WHO MADE FLAME DO HIS EVIL WORK. TOGETHER THEY WRESTED FROM CHARRED ^ 

, FLESH THE 'SECRET OF MAN-.MADE FOG. BUT THEY WON THEMSELVES MORE THAN 

ABLANKET UNDER WHICH THEYCOULD COVER THEIR REIGN OF CRIME-- THEY V 

?WONJ THE UNDYINX3 HATE OF LAW-BRINGEgS^MQgE WRATHF UL EVEN THAN 

1 AV\SNO AND DAVEy/ ) " 



GENTLEMEN, YOU HAVE ALL *~ 
GIVEN TIME AND AAONEY TO MY FOG 
/WACHINE. NOW VOU "SHALL SEE" MY 
RESULTS. TOO BAD MISS 
BRADLEY WAS UNABLE TO 

JOIN US- SHE WOULD . -. 

HAVE ENJOYED THIS. f^^J} [yUk 



1 oi 




TH1<5 F5 NOT A DIAL IT'S *. .. 
PO OR TO A SARr.HEe&J^- ' ^VJ feeQUEST / 
- -S THE ^^nilTTf I SfSANTFP.'. 





AND-50THE RECENT WAVcOF \ YOU KNOW Jl I COUNTERACT IT,NO.euT AWBE" WECAN 
CRIAAE TAKING PLACE UNDER /HOW IT r^J (CATCH THE MEN USING IT. THE FOB RISE'S 

TH£ COVER OF FOG IS -^ WORKS.' MV FIRST TO A CERTAIN HEIGHT/THEN THUS 

CAUSED BV AAV T^ ANY IDEA, HOW TO J IN THE AREA BELOW. IF WE WERE TO 

NVENTIOM ■ JCOUNTEgA CT IT ? ij-7 WATCH THE CITY FROM A HIGH FOINT.WE 

F1B~Y 7 /MIGHT SEE THE FOG FORMING- THEN IF 

''WE COULD f^EACH THE; AREA 'SOON 
ENOUGH 



INOfLOOK.'HEKNCWS WHAT HE'5 DOING.' 
IT'S COMING FASTER AND HEAVIER 





WE^NWHILE/' WHERE OAN HE &E?IF= 
MASNO-- (ANYTHING HA<3 HAPPENED 
— \TO J3AVEV-- WHAT'S THAT? 



^ 



HOLV HAT.' THAT'S MORSE CO! 
AND IT*S 5PELLIN60UT AAV NAAAE 

> — -^ r^ — 7=^r* 




CLOSE THE" DOOR^ONCN^^ 

OF THE FOS CAN . . ' 

FSCAPF.' r— ' SS^-^SS. 




O CAY- ■ FT '-a ;-::-;.5!-,ED.'J>CUC,HKK,TOeCHS?. 
WANTTO CHECK r—^O EVf RVDNF WORK- 
HOW IT WORKSJINQ THE FCH3 IN THE" 
NOW ? ___^ / TRUCK8 BETTER GO IN 
ANP LEARN A COUPLE 1 OF 
TOO 




_.. AND SOU THOUGHT YOU WERE PUTTING 
HE D1PNT BETRAY AAE. HE KNEW THE ONLV M-SOMETHING OVER ON HIM . WHEN YOU 
WAY TO KEEP THE CLOWN FROAA KILLING ME \\ FORCED THE FOG OUT OF THE 
WAS TO ACT THE WAV HE PIP. By FCSSON" i CHIMNEY IN LONG AND 5HOET, RJFFS,^ 
IMS THE FOS FOEMULA, AND PRAWINS^to CALL MEWITH IT, IN MORSE 
A5 AAANy AS POSSIBLE OF THE ■*"'/>- ^^^Sfem. CODE 

SANG INTO THE ROOM WITH HIM. 

ME WIPE?D> THEM ALL OUT.' 




SOME TIW\E LATER IN WASHINGTON! , P.C ■ 



HERS HE IS. HE WA5 RESPONSIBLE 
FOR THE FO& COVERED CRIMES. HE 
AMD HIS PARTNER THETORCHER J 
WHO IS NOW DEAD ■' - 



THE WAR DEPARTMENT SHALL BE 
PLEASED TO CALL THIS FOG FORAAULA 
THE GRANT PORTER FOEMULA, INI 
HONOR OF YOUR SON WHO GAVE 
HI'S LIFE FOE HIS COUNTRY.' 






THE CLOWN HAS BEEN TURNED OVER TO THE 
LAW BEFORE-- AND HAS ESCAFEP. W/LL HE 
BE BACK? BETTER ORDER YOUR COPY OF — 

SUPER-AAYSTERV NOW.' \I3 




fpoW 

m»& 117 

MMJm 




YOU KNOW, TOMMY, YOUR FATHER! 

/V\lt3HT H^\"VE; CHANGED,AND 
YOUR GOING TO 
5EE HIM MIGHT 





tStVECING THE MILES WfTH INCREDIBLE 
SPE^D, THFX SOON EBACH THE 
TOWNI OF BANDERA.' p» V _^_ - 
HBRE WE AJ^E,TO/VWVy. YOU <BTAY 
^FRE^p I'LL FlfsiD VOURDAO.'f 
1 WANT YOU, I'LL'SEND 

05 




■so yeVe come to see the 

EVV-J SHEET.' 1W\ SWIFT A=3 THE 
NIC3HT-WIND— strong^ab j 
A TEAAA OF 'STALLI 
I'AATHE B^JNlSHEfF 
EEEEE-WAHEEE.' 




NOT MV ' -< 

FATHER.' 




ONE PAY A CAVE"- IN HIT HIAA ON . 
THE HEAD AND AAADE HIAA LOCO- 
I FOUND HIAA THAT WAY AND SAW 
A CHANCE TO GET THE" AAINE. USING 
MV POWEI? A3 <SHERIFP,I TOOK HJM 
TO TOWN AND MARRIED HIAA TO MY 




SINCE THE LAND 
TO HI'S BROTHER 
KILLED THE EPO : 
THEP ANID BLAAAED 
ITON BRIDGES). 
I SENT A DEPL/TY 
AFTER H/AA, THEN 
KILLED THE" 
DEPUTY TOO 
AMD AFTER 
THAT, WHENEVER - 
l'P> TAKE A P05SE 
OUT TO SB^KCH 
FOR BEIDGESil'C 
HAVE AAY SISTER 
HIDE HIAA IN THE 




flrATEg I WELL TOMA*ViTHF ] 
DOCTOR "5AYS THAT ALL 
WUR FATHER NEED'S /<= 
A FLIGHT OPERATiONJ ANID 
1 lE'LL BE ALL RfGHT.' 




3&EE BUCKSKIN! 
'WEOWEH5 LIFE 
,lANP MINE AND 
, -*'■■* \^-wV EVERYTHING 

' ^.VOU * 




THERE 
1"=. MYS- 
TERY 
AND 
ACTION 

WITH 
BUCKSKIN 

IN 
EVERY 
ISSUE 

OF 
SUPER 
/VWSTERK 



HEY,VOU BUM.' 
WHAT' RE VOJ DON' 
HERE" ? WHAT'? 
THIS ALL ABOUT/ 
WHEEE'STHE i 
CrHIETF ? 




PUF-PUFF.' HE"*= 
■E5TILL OUT COLD,' I'D 
BETTER HIDHHIAA, 
BEfFORE THE COPS GET ' 
IA/\ AWAY FRO/v\ AAE' 







SUPER 



Hell-Trapped 



A GIANT of a man, six feet four in his cow- 
hide boots, was Tiny Harper. Huge shoul- 
dered, loosely hung as a longhorn steer, 
gaunt and bony. All his movements seemed 
awkward and slow, but there was deception in 
that. One only had to be a cowhand to appreciate 
the manner in which he flipped a horse beneath 
him as he swung for the saddle. A rope was a 
hissing, live thing in his huge fumbling fist. 

He could teai' a bronc down with one big paw, 
(lip up a saddle with the other and c-inch it as 
effortlessly as though he toyed with a newborn 
colt. For the hardest, fastest draw and straightest 
shooting at Singletown's annual roundup and 
rodeo, he had won a pair of gold-mounted forty- 
fives in hand-tooled holsters. His giant hand al- 
most smothered a . six-gun, but flipped it with 
astonishing speed. 

Altogether, one might figure, Tiny Harper was 
no man to cross, not an hombre with whom it 
would be healthy to trifle. But the fact was that 
his big homely face was a countenance of child- 
like innocence. His lips were always smiling and 
his blue eyes mild and pleasant. It was a matter 
of record around Singletown that no man had ever 
been able to make him fight. Anybody could 
tread on his toes. Laughingly, almost scornfully, 
he had been nicknamed "Apostle of Peace" by a 
certain Carl Raff, rancher-gambler, who was 
known as something of a wit. 

But a -man can change. Without a sign, he can 
stand just so much from some overriding bully. 
And then, suddenly, something snaps. It was that 
way with Tiny Harper 

This late afternoon, he softly closed the door of 
his little ranch house in the'Tepic foothills and 
stood outside in grim, deep -breathing silence for a, • 
moment Had anybody seen Tiny? It would have 
been instantly recognized that some soul-shaking, 
deadly change had taken place in the big man. 
His loose-boned carelessness was gone. His giant, 
gaunt body was rigid. All innocence and pleas- 
antness had left his face. It was deep-lined now 
and coldly savage And the look in his blue eyes 
was no longer mild. A leaping deadly beast 
was crouched in his burning gaze.- 

With a pantherish grace that was strange in 
him, Tiny suddenly leaped from the porch of the 
house and strode swiftly for the corral. In three 
minutes, his biggest roan clamped firmlv between 
his legs. Tiny swooped down the vallev in which 
the little ranch nestled. He twitched 'his mount 
to the west and soared over a hill out of sight. It 
was the swift departure of an aroused and in- 
wardly raging man who was hell-bent on the 
trail of revenge 

Within an hour, still riding haid, Tiny roared 
into the ranchyard of the Quarter Circle R, home- 
spread of his nearest neighbor. Carl Raff There 
seemed to be excitement there The big corral was 
in a flurry of dust as a half-dozen men snake- 
roped their mounts and saddled As the big roan 
slid on his haunches between corral and house 
a yell went up The giant rider flipped to the 
ground. Two men leaped from the porch of the 



i hobbled r 



By 

. hands 



Brant 

reaching 



house and came 
for their hips. 

Tiny waited, big legs spread apart, his shapeless 
Stetson pulled down hard across his frozen, blue 
eyes. His long arms hung straight down at his 

GUNS in their hands, the two men pulled up 
in front of Tiny. One bore a star on his vest. 
His longhorn mustache was tinged with gray and 
adorned a mouth that was straight and stern. His 
gray eyes had a stabbing, fearless look, the look 
of a hard, honest man who was never afraid of 
his duty. Sheriff Burke. The other man was tall 
and lean, with a long, beak-nosed face that was 
darkly saturnine. An ugly, red fire burned deep in 
his gUttering, black eyes. Carl Raff. 

Without speaking, without making a move, Tiny 
stared at them with that leaping, savage beast that 
had never before been seen in his eyes. They 
had been ready, but not for this change in him, 
and they were instantly wary. 

"You here, Harper?" Raff snarled throatily, his 
black eyes darting and shifting. "Hell— we thought 
we'd have to hunt you down!" As he spoke, the 
men gathered from the corral, curious and 
watchful. 

Tiny's rigid lips split apart like a frozen gash. 
"Yeh, you black snake, I'm here — to gather re- 
venge for the murder of my paid!" 

Raff stiffened, catching his breath on a hissing, 
sharp gasp. The gun in his right hand jerked up- 
ward, but Burke knocked it down with a sharp 
blow of his fist. 

"Hold it. Raff! No gunplay while I'm here." 
The grizzled sheriff was staring keenly at Tiny's 
face. His eyes glanced downward for an instant. 
They rested momentarily on the gold-mounted 
gun in Tiny's tooled right holster, noted that the 
twin left gun was not buckled around his waist. 
He looked up again and his voice was steady and 
grave. "Your left-hand gun is missin'. Tiny." He 
paused significantly "Raff found it in the brush 
only twenty yards from Billy Moore's body You 
got anything to Say?" 

Tiny tore his savage look away from Raff, stared 
stonily at the sheriff for a moment. "Sher'ff," he 
stated slowly. "I'm sorry you're here If you hadn't 
've been, Carl Raff'd been dead by now for shoot- 
in' my pard." 

Raff snarled a curse and stiffened again. Burke 
spoke harshly. "Raff, 1 ain't warnin' you again. 
No gunplay! Holster that weapon or give it to me 
We'll hear what Tiny has to say." 

Cold and ugly, Raff stuck the gun into his waist- 
band, a gold-mounted forty-five, twin to the one 
in Tiny's holster. 

"He's fit to die," Raff growled, "He'd oughta be 
lynched or shot down cold He can't explain this 
gun away. An' everybody knows that he was sore 
with Billy Moore, that Billy had run their place 
balo debt and was rustlin' on the side to make up." 
And still Tiny did not move except for the swing- 
ing of his hard, harsh start! from one man to the other 
'■That's a lie!" he said flatly. "Billy an' me was in 
debt, lure, but wi never quarreled As for rustlin'— 



. riggers 



House 



ind here, it must'v. 



if there was any dom 
been you that was doin' ... 
"By hell." Raff raved, "do I hafta listen to that sorta 

"We'll hear what he has to say," Burke said doggedly' 
"Tinv. how do you explain that gun? Is it true that you 
an' Billy was about to lose vour place an' that it was 
Billv's fault? Is it true that you an' Billy weren't legal 
partners, that with Billy dead you couldn't be held for 
hip debts, but could clear your place?" 

"They's just enough truth in all of that." Tiny s-id 
coldly, "so's that a lyin' coyote could.twist it ali around. 
Youfiggcr those things establish a motive that'd make 
me want to see mv partner die. An' I recoil vou've 
heen told all of tha't by Carl Raff. Now, lot me ask a 
question. How'd Carl Raff come to know that so well?" 

Raff's face was dark with suppressed fury. "By hell, 
sheriff. Tiny killed Billy Moore an' lost his gun in the 
brush riear the body. An' we know why. I ain't standin' 
any more from a skunk of that stripe.'' 

"This ain't no court of law.' Sheriff Burke replied 
in a voice of steel. "But nevertheless, you'll keep your- 
self in hand 'til Tiny's had his say. It'll be up to him to 
prove whatever he says. Well—" his gray eyes returned 
to the frozen, dangerous looking giant — "answer your 
own question, Tiny." 

TINY'S voice was a hard, grating monotone, his 
deadlv gaze fixed rigidly on Raff's livid face. 
"Billy Moore." Tiny said, "was somethin' of a hellion. 
Everybody knows that. But he was a happy an' likable 
cuss, a spendthrift an' generous to anyhody that asked 
for help — an' without an ounce of gamblin' sense. Raff 
took advantage of "im. It was only recent that I found 
out that Billy was heavily in debt an' had Involved the 
ranch. An" that all he owed was owed to this same 
card-sliekin' Carl Raff!" 

Raff choked his rage under a snarl of sneering con- 
tempt for such a wild statement, but Burke was staring 
at him as though he saw him for the first time. "Inter- 
estin' if true — eh, Raff?" the sheriff said slowly. "An' 
not very nice. I can see how it might possibly be. if 
a man was that low. With Biilv dead— an' Tiny 
hung for that killin'— the man that held Billy's fOU's 
would have the first claim on their land!'' 

By some desperate effort of an ugly will. Raff man-. 
aged to place himself in cold control of his nerves. He 
did not look like a man who was cornered. A leering 
sneer writhed on his dark features. 

"All that." he snarled throatily. "would be a won- 
derful fine theory, if it could be proved that I killed 
Billy. But Billy's dead by Tiny's gun. Tiny can't get 
away from thai. What difference does it make if I do 
show up with legal claims on their place, after Tiny is 
hung for murder? A gamblin' debt is legal." 

"But,' said Tiny icilv. "I wont die for killin' mv pard. 
There's the hitch. Raff." He twitched his hard stare 
toward Burke. "Sher'ff. have you viewed the body." 

"No," said Burke, still looking at Raff as though at 
something slimy. "We were just saddhn' to go out the 
trail an' have a look at 'im — where Raff says he's layin'. 
Then we were goin' on to capture you." 

"I can save you a lot of trouble" Tiny grunted, 
and his stare switched back to Raff. His voice dropped 
a cold freezing notch. "Because, after layin' there in 
the brush for a whole day an' for part of a night, with 
a hole through his neck ihe size of a fist. Billy came 
home! I don't know how he did it. but he did. He 
couldn't speak, but he could write. An' I've got his 
story right here in my vest." 

Tiny thumped his hv_'f. gaunt chest and his terrible 
eyes lashed savagely at a Raff who had gone suddenly 
rigid. Billy didn't die until he'd wrote Ihe whole 



thing out! He wri 



? down who killed i 



' why!" 



"THERE was a choking incoherent sound from Raff, 
1 the glare of hell-trapped fury in his glittering, 
red eyes. He was half crouched, a trickle of moisture 
at the corners of his mouth. His voice was a mere 

"Lies! Lies!" he rasped. Let's see that paper. How 
about that gun?" Tinv made no move to take any 
paper from his vest. "The gun was stole from me. he 
said in a voice of freezing menace, "When Billy didn t 
come home, I went to Singletown to look for im. My 
house was entered in mv absence. You stole that gun. 
Raff you fired a shot from it an' have been claimia' 
that you found it where Billy lay. 
" An' that's the worst mistake you ever made! Never, 
since the day I won those guns, have I used 'em. 
They was too prettv. I set 'em aside, loaded up with 
dummies. I molded" the slugs outa soap to look like 
real lead. That gun never killed Billy. It couldn't! 
Right now it's still loaded with soap slugs, not lead!" 

Raff, for an instant remained crouched as though 
paralyzed, his dark skin suddenly ghastly Then, in 
spite" of Burke's sudden cry of warning, a queer, 
choked scream rasped madly in his throat as his hand 
'shot furiously down for a gun. Not the gold one at his 
waist, but for his own in its well-oiled holster. 

It was an incredibly fast draw. It was born of hell- 
ish desperation— blinding, flashing. 

Except for his eyes. Tiny did noi seem to. move. 
There was merelv a sudden, slight hunch to his shoul- 
ders. Then, at the end of a long arm which had whip- 
ped dazzlingly from nowhere, his gold-mounted gun 

After a long, hard-breathing moment, Sheriff Burke 
looked up from the dead mangled ihing on the ground 
that had been Carl Raff only seconds before. He 
reached out and gently took from Tiny the fancy gun 
that now hung loosely from a nerveless, giant hand. 
He stared fixedly into Tiny's eyes, eyes that no longer 
bore the look of s leaping beast. They were only tired, 
as though their owner had traveled the long road to 
hell and back. 

The motionless, grim -faced cowboys who were 
grouped around them made no move. Some of them 
stared at Raff's dead body as though it bothered their 

"Hell " Burke swore softly, "I thought you said those 
guns were loaded with soap! But mebbe you put real 
slugs in yours afure vou headed this way—" 

Tiny looked at him vacantly. " I just bed about that 
I was drivin' 'im— drivin' 'im to draw. There never 
was soap in those guns, never anything but lead. 
But Raffs brain ■.'/as hoe-icd by his guilty conscience, 
and he wasn't ihinkins straight. 

Burke stared oddlv. He :iadded. "How about Billy? 

I lied about that, too," Tinv said stonily. "He never 
come home. I found *im— where Raff had killed im: 

There was a queer, stiff smile on Burke's lips. He 
stared around at the silent, gaping punchers. "Lies- 
all lies." he said quietly. "Well boys, whats the 
verdict?" 

They shifted and munei ? d s;ai ■r.z dswdly. Then one 
of them colored hotlv and blurted his opinions. 

"Hell" the cow bo v* grunted, "'there ain't no verdict 
that ain't already been delivered! That louse—" he 
pointed down to Raff— "jus: held his own trial, proved 
his Built an attended to his own execution— with 
Tiny's he'p!" He stared at Tiny with a look of awe. 
"By hell. Tiny's mv idea of a fightin' man! Who was it 
tha't first caii'ed im Apostle of Peace?" 

"If I recollect rightly," said Burke wil 
was Raff!" 







THE fJjk 



. .we WAKVS or THE 

l TM£ aWSTOWS Of= 
I AWC/f^T CH!MA\ . iN/O 
/ ONE ,<NOWS WHY 

/ s>fzrt-f of a. say, 

i'&IVE THE/& F-fZ/ET-JD 
' ANCIENT E<50<3 
F&.INTED S.UDOOY 
fSEO; NIO CW£" KNOWS ' 
WHY, IN SAN FRANCISCO^ 
CHINATOWN , ANV /vWV 
WHO RECEIVED SUCH- 
I AN E<5<3> WA5 /VWRfcTeO 
/ FOE &EATH NO ONE 
1 KNEW— UNTIL. SFJOg 

g?K?©iS£> AND &&C0G3LV 
' C&O'B'SEO w;rs ANO 
MIGHT WITH NAZ/ - 
DOM 'S MOST DEADLY 
•SPY- - - AKOfZGzArvAX , 
' OAUOHTER OF PEA\TH ' 





5VMBOLS O 

HOPES FOR 
FUTURE 
HAPPINESS. 



&ITTLE DOES THE JOYOUS SU CHEN 
REALIZE THAT HJS INNOCENT 
CELEBRATION WILL LEAD VD A BLOOD 
BATH SUCH AS CHINATOWN HA=3 
NEVER BEFORE WITNESSED/ 




ARRANGE" THE BODV SO IT LOOKS 
LIKE HE WAS MURDERED " 
THE AUTHORITIES 
MUST NOT KNOW 
THAT AH KEE < 

WAS A JAPANESE 
AGENT. ' 



OH,NO.'TO PART WITH 
THl^S 53 BAD "" 
LUCK 




IN >OUR INJCOMPETANT WAykvw 
YOU HAVE DOI^JE WELL-- NtOWM 
GO C5ET SOME MORE/ 




ENTERING 

THE 
MANSION 
OF 

APTHUR 




SO SORP/TC) INTERRUPT. I COLLECTOR 

WOULD LIKE TO PURCHASE j ~_ 

' ALL SO QUAINT fZEE> , -' A ' — 

EGOS.'rr tj . ^ /MILLION 

AFOLOGI E"S . RED 

""NOT 




■ DISTIWCT. , 





&AT-ER 1 tHj«s MAPOFTHEBACIFIc] 
OCEAN CONJVOV ROUTE'S WAS 
STOLEN FEOAA AN AMERICAN AGENT I 
IN CHINA. IT WA5TORN INTO SHREDS 
AND PLACED IN THESE ANCIENT EGGS. J 



HAVE CIGAR.'I FATHER \ 
OFAAAN-CHILD.'MUCH 

JOV-.'I USE AMERICAN < 
WAY OF CELEBRATION . 

MUCH SAFER'; 



i3ri»vsh turn - 
IfOaViW ^ "-si 





IN JACKIE FLOWEB5' FAMOUS NISHT 
CUJB, GLAMOUR PALACE, ALL EYE=> 
AEE ON THE STAG A"= SHE; OOES 
ifNlTO HER -SONG. 



■ ALL EVES AEE ON THE SHOW,E<CEPT 
THOSE OF SOME FIGURE'S IN A BACK 
BOOTH —THEVA'SE BUSY-- WITH MURDER. 





Burning her head to pkotect" her 
bye's from the flash , laurie 
fail's to see the picture her 
caaaara registere& /? 




WE'LL GET HER BEFORE THE PLACE 
LIGHTS UP AfsiD NO ONE'LL BE" 
»? - _ -. tJHE WISES " 



LOCK UP LIKE I 
ALWAYS DO, SO NO * 
z OPENS UP AMD) 
SPOILS AAY 

E&ATIVE/ J 




1 WONDER IF / CAM \ 

FECW\ HESE— ■) .;;:.~~ 
OH , , rr^f -*!**£,[ 




£&(?. RISK LEANS WAY OUT TO 
CATCH THE' FALUNS GIRL, BUT 
THE" W\ PACT IS TOO AAUCH! 




NOT Ff?CW\ ME VOU 
DON'T.' l''/V\ GETT/rw' 
OUT.' 






(^THEREARE TWO VV^YS OUT OF HERE/ J/^" 


uU0* in | ^| 










■^Trfr» y^\\ - 


^JMW^^ 



fijANP OVER HAND, AAR. £■!<=< RACESl 
THK'OUSH SF*\CE AFTER THE FLEfE"- J 
INC5 THUS .' I — =^ 





HERE'S ALL THE PROOF 
NEEP TO HANS JACKIE FLC 
ANP WHAT'S LEFT OF HIS 

HENCHMEN,OFF!CER.' 




IT'S ALL VERy ■SIAAPLEF 
THE WAV YOU TELL IT- ■ WELL, 
THIS IS THEF BEST WAV I < 

CAN THANK VOU FDR SAVING 
A\V 




THERE 7 ARE 
MORE BLOOD 
CHILLING 
ACTION 
BACKED 
AEVENTURES 
IN STOEE 7 
FOE AAI?. 
RISK IN 



SUPER. 
AAVSTERy 

COAMCS- 




1 DEEP WAS THE AAYSTERY THAT 

I SURROUNPED THE (SQUINT HOUSI 

LOOAAINC3 LARGE ANP MV3TEBIOUS' 
'ON THF -SHORE OF LONG ISLAND-- 
AND TERRIBLE" WERE THE EVENTS 
PAUL REVERE" JR. AND HIS FRIEND'S 
OF THE 1 AAAERlCA AWAKE CLUB. RAT 
HENRy AND BETSY R03S WERE TO 
ENCOUNTER, WHEN THEIR WAR 
BOND <3ELLINC3 TOUf? LED THF/AATO 
THET LAIR OF THE AAAN WITH THE? 
IRON -5KULL.' 



SAY'S, KEEPjYEAH.) WELL,THEV 

OUT/% — -''BUT A PROBABLY PON'7 

THF GATESjMEAN US-WE'RI 
OPEN ' /"JELLING VWAR. 

BONDS AND NO 
ONE WANTS TO 
KEE'P U=S OUT 



/YOU KIDS.' WHAT'RE YOU 1 
I DOIN'HERE.' CAN'T YOU ^ 
.READ, IT SAYS KEEP OUT-' 





I'LL TAKE A^^^^M IANK 'OU 
"HUNDRED DOLLAR! VEEV MUCH, 
BOIND FROAA «^ PR. GAUNT 

EACH OFVOU'AHFEETHEY 
ARE.' 
WOW.'THAT ,e 3" 
OUR BEST SALE 
VET 




©Cuesowe.YEs t but deaf and 

DUWB.NO.'THE'ywESF TALK- 
ING TO EACH OTHER BEFORE 
WE RAN UP--- AND THEY 
.WEREN'T USIN!<3 S1C5M 

■ LANGUAGE 1 
I EITHER " 




^m 1 : 


A 



E^^/Ei 




[ <3ASTHE-AA,<50THEY 
VCAN'T MAKE" ANY > 
— . MOl'SE.' r-r^T' 



U] 




SLIM .FPANZ, PUT THEM IN TH! 
CAR. PICK UP THEIR BICYCLED THEN 

RUM THEM CTVEE.MAKE IT LDO< 

». HIT AND ~~ 
IT A G=OOD 
BSTANCE^' 
FBD/v\ 
HERE.' 




<3 COD IDEA/ 




ue>H 

GUESS 




e*AUNJT HOUSE REALLY WAS A REST k 
HOME, FOR NAZI U-BCW SAILORS, WHO, 
HAP BEEN IN CLOSE QUARTER'S FOR 
TOO LONG AND WERE THREATENING 
TO (ZR^C< UP. THERE" WASN'T AMJOH 
CHANCE OF GAUNT GETTING CAUC5HT , 
BECAUSE HE HAP E3EEN RUNNING N. 
HIS PLACE ASA LEGITIMATE EUSINE 

FOR TEN YEARS.' 




THE" SAILORS WOULD COAAE AMP GO 
A*CT NIGHT ON RUBBER BOATS AND & 
SO LONG AS THEY STAYED OUT OF= B 
TROUBLE EVERYTHING WAS OKAY . 
AND BEST OF ALLJHEy WERF ALL & 
CLEANED OUT- -THAT LEFT NO ONE TO 
REPORT AGAINST THE /WAN WITH THE 
IRON S<L/LL. THANK GOODNESS 
FAAA1LV WONT HAVE TO SUFFER 
BECAUSE HE LIVED ANJD DIED AS A> 
TRUE WARRIOR'"^ 




TH E "E"FOR EXCELLENCE"- - - THAT'S THE" 
AWARD THE READING FUELIO HAS 
GIVEN PAUL REVERE JR. SO WATCH 
FORHIS FURTHER A&VENTURES iN> 
SUPEe-MVSTERy.' 



